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Warlords Quest 


Author's Notes: 

This was a 2013 Ficmas prompt "Warlord goes on a quest for acceptable coffee" from cavespider which | 
started back then, but it never got finished in time. Better late than never? Thanks to Lia for the look over 
and encouragement :) 


They see him coming from a mile away, kicking up dust and leaves on his noble steed Hercules. 


Everyone in town rushes around like chickens with their heads cut off, hurrying to make it ready. It has to be 
done before he arrives. If it's not, it's their necks on the line. A line of hemp cord, that is. 


A young maiden rushes down to the cellar, intent on rustling up some before he arrives. She brushes off the 


sweat beading on her brow and burrows into some sacks on the ground. 
But there is none. 


She digs around in horror. It has to be there. It just has to! 


A young man, looking awfully like the maiden, hurries down the steps. "Kindra, do you have it?" 
Kindra glances up from the ground at her brother on the steps. "It's gone, Pavel." 


Pavel races down the stairs, tossing empty bags to the side frantic to find it. He mutters under his breath, 
"No no no. It has to be here." 


Their father Anton appears at the steps. "Where is it? He's almost upon us!" 

Kindra and Pavel both look up, horror raging in their eyes. "Its gone." 

Anton turns a deathly pale. "Oh shit" 

KFR 

He races forward on his mighty steed, his mind on only one thing. 

He has to have it. A morning is not complete without the dark, heady brew. 

And no one will stand in his way. Lest they want to find themselves swinging from a large tree. 


His vengeance is swift, just like his long hair whishing through the cold morning breeze. He whips Hercules 


harder, faster and faster they ride to a town nearby. 

They know better than to cross him. They will have what he needs. 

Or by Thor's hammer, he will take them all out with a raise of his bladel 

FEFE KKE 

Anton watches in horror as the mighty menace they call Warlord is mere seconds away from their town 
A town without his needed refreshment. 


He twists his hands over and over, wondering what he will say to Warlord about the situation. Or if he will get 
the chance to speak at all. 


His family will mourn his loss, even if they too might feel the sting of Warlord's mighty blade upon them. 


All able bodied men stand outside of the town, shivering in their moldy boots and waiting for Warlord to 


approach. 


Minutes tick down to seconds, thereby ticking down to nanoseconds. 

And then he arrives! 

Anton sighs and walks out from the village, pushing his family away to safety and approaches Warlord's horse. 
Warlord glares down at Anton, hellfire raising in his eyes. "Where is it?" 


Anton swallows hard. "Well, you see... 


Warlord unsheathes his sword, the unbreakable Rex, and points it at Anton. "Where is it? Do not make me wait 


any longer!" 
Anton drops to his knees. "It is gone. Taken by others." 
Warlord's eyes glow red, raining down tiny lasers around Anton's fallen form. "What? Who has taken my brew?" 


A small child races into the area, standing on the other side of Warlora's horse. “Goblins! It was goblins! They 
take my toys! It has to be those tricksy goblins!" 


Warlord itches at his black and red covered face. "Goblins? Where are they found?" He glares down at the 
child. "Speak before | kill you where you stand!" 


The child jumps back and points to the blackened hills in distance. "It's..it's there!" 


Warlord growls and the child runs back to town, never looking back. He glares down at Anton and roars. "Go get 


it for me!" 
Anton winces and looks up. "But.but.sir, | have no horse." 


Warlord reaches down and hits Anton with the top of his sword, knocking him to the ground. "Insolent peasant! 
Fine, | will do it myself" 


Anton blinks up at Warlord. "Really?" 


Warlord pulls his horse around, glaring at Anton. "If | find that child is lying, | will be back for your heads." He 
glares at the whole town gathered outside. "All of your heads!" 


They all swallow in unison and dash away from sight like scurrying rats. 
Warlord whips his horse, kicking up mud and filth at Anton in his wake. 


Anton breathes a sigh of relief and wanders back to town, shaking and pissing himself with each step. 


9 IEE EK 


Warlord heads through the fields, whipping Hercules faster and faster. He has to get it soon. Any minute 
longer and it might just make him angry. 


Various horse drawn carriages run off the path to avoid getting near him. He snarls at them as he passes, 


uncaring who or what they are at this point. 
He needs it. He really needs it, dammit! 
Why couldn't those idiots provide for him like they're supposed to? Is he losing his menacing touch? 


He shakes his long brown locks to the side. Nonsense. He's their master and they his slaves. They will dance if 


he asks of it. 

But right now he needs his brew. 

Above all else he needs it like life itself. Breath was useless at this point. 
Warlord grins, seeing something coming into view. They would have it. 
Its time to terrorize another town along the way. 

They have to have it. Or they will really feel his wrath into next year. 
That much was certain 

3 EEE KK 


Oliver looks up from his farm and swears. "Anton, you insolent bastard!" He runs toward town, screaming at 


the top of his lungs. "He's coming!" 
Brent's eyes widen, seeing Warlord's horse volley closer and closer to the town. "Oh my god. It's Warlord!" 
Oliver dashes inside the cafe and scrambles around in the cupboards. "Where is it?" 


His wife Hildegard stares at him with amusement. "What are you looking for? Aren't you supposed to be tilling 
the ground?" 


Oliver throws tins and containers to the side. "Where is it?" 


"Where is what?" 


Brent runs into the cafe at full speed, tripping over the throw rug and landing hard on his belly. "Warlord! 
Warlord! Warlord!" 


Oliver looks over the top of the bar. "I already know that! Shut your pie hole!" 

Brent gets up from the ground and stands against the bar. "Do you have it? Please tell me you have it?" 
Hildegard puts her hands on her hips. "Have what?" 

The cafe doors splinter across the room in a loud explosion. AIl three look up in horror. 

Warlord walks inside. "My brew!" 


Oliver dashes back down to frantically search in the cupboards again. He mutters under his breath, "Oh shit 


shit shit." 

Warlord shakes off the wood splinters, advancing to the counter and glaring at them. "Where is it?" 
Hildegard snorts and puts her hands on her hips. "We ran out of that last week." 

Oliver glances up in horror. "We what? When is the next shipment in?" 

Hildegard shrugs. "Beats me." 


Warlord grabs Hildegard and holds her up to the ceiling, her feet dangling in the air. "That's what | intend to 
do!" 


KEKEKE 

Hercules snorts under the morning sun, waiting for his master to return. He neighs loudly, but not loud enough 
over the din of cacophony as Warlord tears the town apart. Wood and dirt fly into the air with such force, it 
almost hits Hercules grazing outside of town. 


It's going to be one of those days, he surmises. 


Warlord stalks away from the destroyed down. His shoulders slump a little, not that anyone is around to notice, 


and looks at Hercules. 
Hercules neighs at him, pointing his head to the blackened hills. 


Warlord sheaths his sword and climbs onto his steed. "They better have my brew, or | will destroy those hills 
with my bare hands!" 


Hercules rolls his eyes, jumping at the crack of the whip and taking off toward the hills. 
The ground shakes in fear under their wake. 
As it should. 


FEKE KK KK 


Warlord races across the dry lands for the blackened hills. Dark skies perpetually surround the mountains, as 


if to ward off unwanted visitors. 


As if that would keep the mighty Warlord away. He fears nothing, instead instilling fear into those who cross 


him. 

And withhold his mystical brew. 

A frown dots his face, not quite making its way across. 

What if those tricksy goblins don't have it either? Would he go on forever trying to find his brew? 


Warlord snorts and whips Hercules harder, ignoring the crude "Danger! Keep Away!" signs that litter the path 
up to the mountain. 


Fear never crosses Warlord when he's on a mission. 
Especially an important mission like this! 
RRR 


A fair haired goblin hides in the bushes and waits. Its his life's mission to scare people crazy enough to climb 
Dragon Mountain. Anyone who does, goes out in a blaze of fire. So they say, at least. 


Admittedly he's never seen a dragon yet in all of the years he's been camped out here. | mean, if it's named 


Dragon Mountain it's bound to have some? Right? 
He shrugs and spots an unsuspecting horse rider trying to climb up the mountain. 


The horse rider stops not far from his position and glances up at the looming mountain He's decked out in 


heavy leather armor and a large broadsword hanging from the side of the saddle. 


He snorts and gets up from his spot. No use in waiting until this one gets closer. "You best be on your way 


back down. Ain't no use in going further." 


The horse rider fixes his stare on the goblin, touching the hilt of his sword. "Where is it?" 


He itches his face. "Where is what? If you be looking for the mountain, it's right in front of you. The towering 
clouds and hills should be a tip off" 


The horse rider rolls his sky blue eyes. "Where is my brew?" 
He cocks his head to the side. "Brew? Ale?" 
"Nay! My morning brew. A child down below said your kind stole it from the town. | want it back now!" 


He pushes his long blond hair back over his shoulder. "I ain't stole nothing. Been here for the past dozens of 


years. Down there is scary." 

The horse rider pulls out his sword and aims it at the goblin "Then who did? Speak now!" 

He laughs at the horse rider. "There's no need to shout, l'm right by ye." 

The rider lowers his sword and aims it at his throat. "Where is it?" 

He nods to the mountain "Dragons. They probably have it" 

The rider glares at him. "Are you sure? You better not be lying or I'l kill you where you stand" 


"Aint lying. Dragons are scavengers of the land. They probably have it lying around with gold and magical rings 
that turn you invisible." 


The rider removes the sword from his throat and frowns. "Why would anyone need rings like that?" 
"Not a clue." 


The rider sheaths his sword and whips at his horse, shouting over his shoulder. "Only cowards need something 


like that!" 


He watches the rider climb the mountain slowly. A grin crosses his face, and soon a cackle fills his whole being 


and echoes off the rocks nearby. 


KEKEKE 


Warlord rolls his eyes at the annoying cackle behind him. That goblin will lose its head before the day is over. 
That much Warlord is sure of. 


Hercules protests at the hard rock and magma Warlord leads him over to get to the top. 


Warlord glances down at the animal and snorts. "Hush! You know how important this is. You're my mighty steed 


and don't you forget it!" 

Hercules stops fast and shakes its head. 

Warlord raises the whip to strike Hercules again, that is until he notices a large green dragon in front of them. 
He sighs, grabbing his unbreakable sword Rex and sliding off to the ground. "The things | must do to find my 
brew. When | get back from this, I'm slaughtering every one of those villagers from the first town if my 
leather gets the tiniest bit singed." 

Hercules neighs in agreement and nudges Warlord with its head toward the dragon. 

Warlord stretches out his tight shoulder muscles and advances on the creature. "Where is my brew?" 

The dragon blinks its brown eyes at Warlord, and then snorts red flames out of its large nose. 


Warlord walks closer, sword rising in defiance. "| said, where is my brew?" 


The dragon unfurls its long body, getting to its feet and eying Warlord with suspicion It opens its mouth and 


shoots flames a foot away from Warlord. 


Warlord sighs, his hair slightly singed and brown leather armor starting to turn black under the intense heat. 
"They're going to fucking pay for that." 


Hercules neighs in agreement, backing away from the area to allow them more space and to not get fried like a 


chicken from the dragon's next blast. 


Warlord stares the dragon down, broadsword rising higher into the air. "Come big boy, give me your best 


shot." 

The dragon opens his mouth and delivers a fireball the size of a small town. 

Warlord just grins. 

ERK 

Hercules nudges Warlord's arm. 

Warlord snorts and pushes the horse's head away. "Its not done yet. Give it a few more minutes." 


Hercules snorts and wanders away to chew on some unburnt grass. 


Warlord eyes the blackened scene before him and sighs. "How the fuck am | going to take all this meat back 
with me? Its got to be like a ton" 


Hercules neighs loudly. 


Warlord rolls his eyes and continues turning the large spit of roasted dragon meat. He didn't even have to light 


a fire for it to cook. How convenient! 
But. 


There's a loud unrest in his body, shaking him with need every few moments. It's missing from his being and 


he knows it. 

His precious brew. Unfulfilled and unyielding. 

He must have it! 

Right after he has some fresh dragon meat. 

FRKE 

Warlord leads Hercules down the opposite side of the mountain toward the great lake. 


They had to have his brew over there. There was no way he was going to be denied more than five times in 


one day 
Not unless they didn't value their lives enough 

For if the next one doesn't have his brew, he will get enraged 
No one lived to see that, nor would they want to. 


His anger is swift at this stage in the game, taking out everything that got in the way between him and his 


brew. 
In the end, no one would be left to give him his brew. 


And that just couldn't happen. 


9 EE EK 


Antonio yells out commands to his army, attacking a nearby village. He has them tightening around, making 


sure no would escape alive. 

His men will comply or they'll find themselves on the wrong side of his sword. That's all there is to it. 

He sits pretty sure of himself and his ways in his saddle. That is, until he spots a swirling mass of dirt making 
its way to their position He fumbles with his spyglass and tries to see who would dare to interrupt their 
battle. 

The spyglass slips out of his hands, hurdling to the ground and smashing into tiny bits. 

"Oh fuck" 

His commander named, of all things, Fabio moves his horse next to him. "What is it, sir?" 

Antonio's mouth flaps but nothing comes out. 


"Sir, what's the matter? Did you eat something weird this morning?" 


Antonio doesn't get a chance to answer, for a large broadsword is impaled through his middle. He shakes a 
little as the sword is removed fast and then falls to the ground. 


Fabio's eyes widen at the form behind Antonio's horse. "Oh my god. It's..it's.." 

Warlord grins and swings. 

Fabio's head falls to the ground, leaving his blood-spurting body still on the horse. 

Warlord weaves around the decapitated head and races into the middle of the battlefield with his sword raised. 
How dare they try to steal his brew under his nose! 

5 EEE EK 


Sergei peers out from the remains of his house, looking out into the battlefield He blinks fast and then walks 
away from the rubble. "What the hell?" 


A tornado of dust is toppling Antonio's army like a pile of toy soldiers. One by one they are overtaken by the 


dust, only to appear on the ground dead once it moves away. 
Sergei's never seen anything like it. Is all that praying to god paying off? 


Alexei calls out to him. "Are you crazy? Do you want to be spotted by Antonio's men?" 


Sergei shakes his head and points to the battlefield. "There are no men left" 

Alexei scrambles off the ground next to the remains of their destroyed cafe. "I do not understand" 
"Then look Its a monster or creature of some sort kiling his men’ 

Alexei's eyes widen "My god, what is that?" 


Dmitri the old shop keeper appears behind them, looking between the two heads. He stares and then backs 
away from them. "Oh no, it can't be. Could they be so stupid?" 


"What is it?" 


Dmitri shakes his head and points at the cloud of dust racing toward the village. "It can't be. It's been so long 
since he's appeared." 


Sergei frowns. "Who?" 


Dmitri falls to the ground, covering his face with his hands. He removes them and shouts into the sky, "The 
mighty Warlord has returned!" 


FEKE EE KK 


Warlord shakes blood out of his hair before approaching the village. He sheaths his sword and leads Hercules 
on. "They better have my brew after | saved their village!" 


They ride a short distance, side stepping dead bodies of Antonio's men and random men likely from the village. 


Warlord slides off to the ground and ties Hercules to the half broken pole. He walks a short distance before 


turning back to his horse. Hands reach out for unbreakable Rex, unsheathing it once more. 
Better safe than dead. 


Warlord walks through the destroyed entrance to the village, eyes scanning around for some sort of cafe. He 


knew it was here, having seen it when he was just a young lad hell bent on destroying everything in his path. 
Not that he's changed all that much over time, but still. 


Random things scatter all around Warlord. He turns to glare at them. "Show your faces! | have vanquished 


your foes with the cut of my sword. Where is it?" 


Dmitri shakes a little and comes out from behind a destroyed building. "My thanks. Antonio has been 


terrorizing these lands for some time." 


Warlord glares at the old man. "Trying to steal my brew. How dare he." He walks over to stand before Dmitri. 
"Where is it?" 


Dmitri swallows hard. "You see, Antonio wasn't the only one terrorizing the village." He shuffles his feet. "We 
were robbed by masked men wearing green capes a few days back. They took everything. Food, supplies, and of 
course your brew." 


Warlord raises his sword higher into the air, aiming for Dmitri's head. "You wouldn't be lying to me, old man?" 


"Nay, | speak of the truth! Their fortress is over those hills to the north. They say it is surrounded by the 


sea and no one can get into it." 


Warlord lowers the sword and heads for Hercules. Before he climbs on, he faces the man again. "You wouldn't 
happen to be that punk kid who used to run the general store, would you?" 


Dmitri nods. 
Warlord snorts and mounts Hercules. "Thought so. At least you're not dead yet!" 
Dmitri shudders and wanders back into town. Sometimes he wishes he was. 


KEKE IE KE KE 


Warlord pushes Hercules towards the south, where the mists of water rise dramatically against the jagged 
cliffs and back again. 


Green masked men? Ludicrous. How dare they steal what was rightfully his. 


His stomach churns beneath layers of leather taken from dead beasts vanquished by his sword. It quenches 
for it, yearns for it like no other. 


They better have his brew. 
Nothing can stop him now. 

Not even masked, cowardly thieves. 
9 EE KK 


Warlord pulls Hercules back, pounding waves roaring from below. He eyes the vast ocean for something to lead 


him to this so called fortress. 


An eyebrow raises when he spots two blond, bare breasted maidens singing on the leftmost island. 
They call to him, "Oh warrior, come partake of our forbidden fruits. We are yours for the taking!" 
Hercules snorts underneath Warlord. 


Warlord laughs and pats Hercules' head. "Yes, they are a haughty bunch, aren't they? Too bad | don't have 


time for such things." 


The maidens call out again. "Save us, oh mighty warrior! Your big strong arms to pluck us from this island 


prison!" 


Warlord rolls his eyes and dismounts from his horse, pulling out his mighty sword Rex and advances to the 


sea. Hercules pulls at his armor and he turns back. "Fear not, | know what l'm doing. Wait for me." 
Hercules snorts and wanders off to a nearby field of grass to graze. 


Warlord calls out to the maidens. "I am coming, dear maidens!" He chuckles to himself and whispers under his 


breath. "Coming for your lives." 


FEKE KK KK 


The maidens turn to one another and watch Warlord dive into the swirling sea. They grin as Warlord fights 


with the currents, gasping for breath before each quake of sea water covers him. 
One of them says, "He is a feisty one, sister.” 
"Indeed. | can't wait to taste him, should he live." 


Both fall over laughing at the prospect of Warlord's dead body floating below, rolling around on of the bones of 
their past victims. 


That is until a sword appears under one of their necks. 


Warlord grins. "It is funny, isn't? The thought of me wasting my time with old hags like you. | prefer my mate 
to be young, strong, and virile. You are neither." 


The older of the two maidens sneers at Warlord. "Insolent bastard, how dare you insult us like that!" 
Warlord rolls his eyes and pushes the sword deeper into the younger one's throat, her anguishing cries 


muffled from the older one's raging. "| speak the truth. Now where is the fortress of the masked men? Tell 


me quickly, or I'll make sure you both die a slow and painful death." 


"Never! You will die first. Now, Peisil" 

The younger slips under Warlord's sword and lunges for his legs with her dripping clawed hands. Warlord side 
steps it quickly, turns around and bashes the maiden on the side of the head with the hilt of his sword. He 
thrusts down at the maiden between her ample bosom. 

"No! You can't kill my sister!" 

Warlord pulls out his sword and shoves the maiden over the cliff, where the jagged rocks below rip her apart 
in the mist, never to be seen again. He glances back at the older one. "Where is it, you old hag? Or | will kill you 
just like your sister Peisinoe." 


She stares at him in horror. "How..how did you know her name?" 


Warlord grins. "Everyone knows about you two. Its not like you're that hard to find, on top of a cliff for all to 
see. Next time try hiding out in a cave as your kind should stay." 


Her eyes start to glow with fury. "You will pay for that!" 

Warlord stands ready with sword in hand. "Where is the fortress?" 

She starts to laugh, shaking her saggy boobs in the process. "You will never find it. Only a siren can access it" 
Warlord's eyebrow raises. "Is that so? With a key?" 

"No, with our song. And | will never sing for you." 

Warlord grins, his sharp white teeth gleam in the afternoon sun. "Oh, but you will." 

She sneers and covers her mouth with her hand. 

Warlord slices down and cuts off her hand, careful not to pierce the rest. "Sing!" 

She stares in horror at the stump that was her hand. 

"Sing!" 

Her lips quiver. "I curse you to Hades!" 

Warlord rolls his eyes. "Too late. I've already killed him too. He dared to steal my brew!" 


"You killed the god of the underworld? Wait..you're not...” 


Warlord smiles wide and points the sword at her throat. "I'm the mighty Warlord and | command you to sing. 
Lest you lose another hand." 


She sighs and looks out into the empty sea "Very well. They will butcher you inside anyway,” 
"| doubt that, but stop stalling! | need my brew!" 

She snorts at him. "Shut up, and let me do it!" 

Warlord raises an eyebrow at her. 


She opens her mouth, wondrous melodies filled with intricate chord progressions and double notes escape her 


lips. 


The island under Warlord's feet begins to shake. He casts his eyes into the distance where the siren is facing 
and watches in awe as a land rises up from the deepest depths of the sea. 


OHO 
Warlord cocks his head to the side, staring across the vast ocean at the landmass and no way to get to it. He 
turns back to the siren, who is mumbling under her breath about regeneration and how long its going to take 


for her hand and her sister to come back. "Hey! Where is the bridge?" 


She glances up and gives him a pained look. "You're serious, right? We're sirens, we don't need a damn bridge. 


We swim over!" 

"But what of those who come from the fortress? How do they get out?" 

She grins at him, pointy teeth flash as the sun approaches the horizon. "They fly." 

Warlord groans and stares back at the landmass. "That just figures. Now | have to fight overgrown gnats." 
"With lasers on their heads." 

Warlord turns back to her. "Lasers? What the hell is that?" 

She starts to laugh, shaking the cliff slightly. "You'll find out. Assuming you ever reach it" 


Warlord sheathes his sword and mumbles under his breath. He glances over the edge of the cliff down at the 
thrashing waves filled with foam and sighs. 


The siren watches him dives into the ocean and snorts. "Insolent bastard. Poseidon will finally finish you off" 


OOK 
But Poseidon doesn't attack Warlord. It's something far more annoying. 
Warlord bashes the beast with his closed fist. "How dare you impede the path to my brew!" 


The creature opens its mouth wide, showing off its million teeth for everyone to see. "You are a feisty one, 


that's for sure. | wonder if you taste like pepper?" 


Warlord wiggles in the large tentacles squeezing around his body, kicking at the creature's mouth. "You'll never 


find out, Kraken, For | will kill you before you do!" 
Kraken laughs, squirting water out of its mouth and coating Warlord in the process. "Let's see about that." 


And with that, Warlord is thrust into the Kraken's mouth, its plentiful teeth scraping Warlord's leather and 


leaving permanent groves. 
Kraken dives under the water, leaving only a pool of thick foam in its wake. 


9 EEE EK 


Warlord falls into a pit of what looks like acid. Stomach acid, that is. He shakes his long hair, drenching the 


stomach walls with filth and looks around. 
He can't see a thing. 
It is a stomach after all. 


Warlord reaches into his armor and pulls out a piece of wood. He feels around in his pockets and produces 


some flint. Sparks fly as he strikes the flint on hilt of his sword, lighting the torch. 


Massive pink walls surround him from all sides. He walks over to one of them and peers closer to it. The flame 


of the torch singes a portion of it. 
Kracken's body jiggles around him, the brief torch fire causing it pain. 


Warlord grins and holds the torch against the wall again. Fire races along the acid juices, igniting them one by 


one. 
The body quakes harder, jostling Warlord around. 


He looks up and sees a star shaped opening above, but there's no way to reach it. A grin spreads across his 


face. 


Warlord leans down and hurdles the torch up into the opening. It bounces off, but leaves a trail of fire behind 


it. 


The stomach lurches, tossing Warlord around like a rag doll. Warlord's body is hurled up and out the through 
the opening. 


Faster and faster he moves through tubes that must be the Kracker's throat. He can't quite tell because it's 
dark and his torch is still in the Kracken's stomach. 


The taunt muscles squeeze Warlord from all sides and vomit his body into the cold sea with a rush of 


stomach acid hot on his trail 

Kraken flails in the water, its insides burning from within. "You! What did you do?" 

Warlord chuckles and swims away from it. "Just giving you a taste of me." 

Kraken shakes and spurts, desperate to dive under the water to put itself out. "I will get you for this!" 
Warlord rolls his eyes and heads for the island fortress, ignoring the curses of his name in the distance. 
It matters not. Now it is finally time to get his brew. 


EEKE KE KK Æ 


The forest green colored fortress gleams under the dying sunlight. Warlord has to avert his eyes at times to 


avoid being blinded by it. 

He touches the rocky edge and waits. 

If the siren's word is to be heeded, then they should attack at any moment. 
Warlord waits in the cold water. 

And nothing happens. 

No one is visible outside of it. Its massive stone spires are unmanned and empty. 


Warlord frowns. He suspects he's being watched as he's always being watched, but this is starting to get 
annoying. A hand reaches for his unbreakable Rex and pulls it out of its sheath. 


| know you're there!" booms Warlord from the sea edge. 


Nothing. 


He climbs up the rocks and stands in front of the imposing entrance. Polished steel edges around the doorway, 
reflecting off the dying sun in the distance and it slowly falls into its slumber for the night. 


Warlord moves forward and pounds on the door with a closed fist. "Give me back my brew, you cowards!" 
Still nothing. 


Warlord shuffles in place, unsure of what to do. If he had Hercules, he could just barrel through, but he's back 


on the mainland. 


A voice wafts out from the distance. "You'll never get in when the sun is down, for its mighty doors are 


locked for the night" 

Warlord turns and spots the siren sneering at him. "How do you know this, you toothless hag?" 
The siren rolls her eyes. "For someone so mighty, you are remarkably thick in the head at times. 
Warlord growls at her, stepping closer to the island edge. 


She rolls her eyes. "Like | haven't seen that before." Her hand reaches out to point at the doors. "They're 
locked up tight until dawn's early light" 


Warlord glances up at the massive doors. "There has to be another way inside!" 

The siren laughs, shaking her head. "There isn't. The last poor soul who tried was turned into a flavorless tea." 
Warlord moves away from the island edge to study the fortress. The darkening light around makes it hard to 
look for openings and hidden doors. He wanders around the right side to see if there was anybody guarding the 
sides. 

There is no one there. 

Warlord shrugs and walks around the outer edge, squinting under the cover of darkness. For the sun had been 
smote by the horizon long ago. He reaches into his armor and pulls out a torch. Its wood is wet and covered 


with filth thanks to the Kraken stomach insides but it should still work. 


Sparks to fly around him as he strikes it against the side of the wall. A burst of brilliant yellow flames comes 
forth and illuminates Warlord's path. 


But there is still nothing to see. The fortress appears to go on forever, covering what would be a solid block in 
some big city. 


Warlord shuffles forward, determined to find some other way in He'd be damned if he had to wait outside all 
night. 


That just won't do. 


3 EEE KK 


Warlord traces around the backside of the fortress hoping to find a hidden door or passageway. There has to 
be another exit other than the front door. Who builds a fortress with that kind of obvious vulnerability? 


Green, cape wearing, brew stealing bastards that's who! 


Warlord sighs and ignores the unrestful rumble in his stomach. Almost a full day without his brew. He never 


thought it would be possible. 


Why couldn't those little pissants take care of their supplies? Having them stolen or sieged right from under 
their noses. It is intolerable. And unthinkable. And pissing him off. 


And yet, here he is without his brew wandering around a fortress at night with only a torch lighting his way. 
He forms his fist into a ball and raises it to the air, swinging it to and fro. "I shall kill you alll” 
KEKEKE 


Bill scratches his nose and stares down at the video screen before him. Tucked away in the farthest reaches 


of the fortress (right across from accounting) are his eyes in the sky. Or rather eyes around the fortress. 
He can see everything and everyone who approaches. From all sides all at once! 

Bill frowns at the large black covered thing that slowly makes its way around the fortress. What could it be 
looking for? Didn't it know they don't open until 6:00am on Tuesdays? It's right there next to the door in 


brightly colored font Carl from marketing printed out last month. 


Around and around the black thing goes along the outer edges of the fortress. Bill watches in awe as it pulls 
out another log from within to light another torch. 


It's all so fascinating, except it isn't. 
Bill is so into it that he doesn't hear someone enter the room. 


"Watcha watching?" 


Bill jumps a foot into the air, the sudden voice behind ruining his beautiful silence once more. "What?" 


A lanky guy holding a coffee cup that reads "Java-a-holic' heads into a spot of light coming from the 


overhead fluorescents. "I said, watcha watching? Sports? A movie?" 


Bill bites back a comment that will surely get him fired and shakes his head. "No, there's someone walking 
around the fortress. | think they might be looking for something." 


The guy peers down at Bill's screen, missing the hint of annoyance that crosses Bill's face as he invades the 
unmarked personal space. "Huh, would you look at that. Some kind of black blobby looking thing. Hasn't IT 
upgraded these fuzzy monitors for you yet?" 


Bill rolls his eyes and hunches back over the video screens. "No, but they tell me any day now. Don't you have 


stuff to do, Phil?" 


Phil scoffs, downing some of his coffee and grimacing at the taste. "There's always stuff to do, but | had to 


make sure you were still here. Alive from all of the boredom of watching videos for hours." 
"They're not boring. There's lots of stuff to see. Like birds and animals and stuff" 


Phil laughs and backs away. "Whatever you say, Bill. Have fun watching the black blob. | doubt anything will 


come of it" 


Bill mumbles curses under his breath as Phil saunters out and heads for the sales department. He goes back 


to watching the object on the screen continue to trace around the building. 
RK 
Warlord comes around the last corner and gnashes his teeth. He didn't find any opening whatsoever. 


Well ok, he did find some sort of tubes belching black glop into the sea, but it was no bigger than Warlora's 
hand. Not something someone as mighty as he is could fit through. A pity. 


Instead he moves over to stand in front of the massive door once more. He taps his torch against it, thinking 


maybe it would just burn down at will 
Sadly, it doesn't work. Stupid metal and its subgenres of strength. 


Warlord rolls his eyes at the taunting laughs of the sirens. The younger sister now resurrected and joining in 


on the fun. He should have killed them both when he had the chance. 


He balls up his fist and pounds on the front door. "Let me in and give me back my brew, you bastards!" 


KEKE KE OK KE 


Carl from marketing runs into Bill's area, panting and out of breath all at the same time. "Bill" 


Bill sighs, wishing he could deadbolt his door from these petty interruptions. "What now?" 


Bill looks up from his monitor. "There's what?" 


Carl gasps and uses his inhaler. He breathes deeply a few times before finishing his sentence. "There's someone 


outside." 

Bill rolls his eyes. "I already knew that." 

Carl stares at him. "You did? Why didn't you wake up the Director?" 

"Because one guy isn't going to do squat to this fortress. It's solid and indestructible." 

Carl shakes his head, stashing his inhaler inside his navy blue suit pocket. "Still, he's making an awful racket 
outside the front doors. Jenny from accounting is running around and screaming at the top of her lungs for it 


to stop. And you know how she gets when she's angry.’ 


Bill shudders. "Then send her to investigate. She'll probably tear the guy apart if he opens his mouth like Dan 


found out." 


Carl winces and backs away from Bill. "Don't remind me. They're still finding bits of him scattered around in the 


factory." 


Phil saunters into the area "Your little blob is creating quite the ruckus. Jenny has her pantyhose in a twist 


because of it" 
Bill grits his teeth. "I know already! Just sent her to greet him. Problem solved" 


Phil rubs at his soul patch and grins. "That's not a half bad idea. And if she gets offed, then we don't have to 


deal with her anymore." 
Bill mutters under his breath. "Too bad we can't send you." 
"What was that?" 


Bill glances up. "Uh, nothing." 


Phil snorts and heads for the door. "And if she doesn’t work out, we can always send you. It's not like a 


monkey couldn't do your job blindfolded." 


Bill waits for Phil to head into accounting before pounding his fist on his desk, bouncing his empty coffee cups 


around. "Fucking waste of space!" 


Carl laughs and moves away from Bill. "You gotta stop letting him get under your skin It's not good for your 


health." 


FEKE KE KK 


Warlord continues to pound on the door. He can go all night if he has to. No one ignores the mighty Warlord 
and gets away with it! 


The door creaks under his fist and slowly opens to reveal a raven haired woman with a silver nose ring. 


"What's the big idea, banging around outside in the middle of night like that?" 
Warlord raises his eyebrow. "Like a puny thing like you is going to stop me." 


The woman pulls out a small item from her pocket. "This will stop you, if | don't. Say hello to my little friend 
Mr. Pepper Spray." 


Warlord blinks and then deflects the blast with his raised hand. He cocks his head to the side when she tries 


again and leans down to get some in the mouth. 

The woman stops spraying it and stares at Warlord in horror. 

Warlord swallows it. "Not bad It could use a little more spice." 

"Did you just eat pepper spray? Why aren't you wriggling on the ground or out cold?" 


Warlord grins at her, pulling out the unbreakable Rex from its scabbard. "Because, you don't know who you're 


dealing with. | am the mighty Warlord and | will kill anyone in my path that holds my brew!" 

The woman blinks at him. "Brew? You mean like beer? This is a coffee factory. We don't serve beer." 
Warlord steps closer to her, eyes blazing in anger. "Give me my brew!" 

The woman rolls her eyes and steps back inside. "Whatever. I'm going now." 

Warlord raises his sword in the air, aiming for her back. "No, | think not." 


KERE EE EE EK 


Bill watches in dismay as one by one all of his monitors go out. He can hear the screams outside and just 


shrugs at them. It's not like he liked this job anyway. Or his co-workers for that matter. 


He shuffles over to shut and lock his door. At least whoever it is can't get inside this door. Solid metal and all 


that. 


Stretching his arms above his head, he lays down on his couch. He drifts off to sleep with visions of Phil being 
decapitated. 


Never a bad thing. 


KEKE IK EE KE 


Warlord rushes through the fortress, flaying anyone who dares to cross his path. He doesn't care that their 


blood and filth coats his leather armor in a sea of red. 

Nothing matters anymore. 

Just his brew and he was getting close. Oh so close to finally having his brew. 
He just needs to vanquish these insolent bastards once and for all. 

There was always something in his way. 

EEE 


Sam, who runs the factory floor, is the first one to see Warlord racing into the area. He blinks and wonders if 
he's dreaming again. At least he doesn't have his hand stuck into the grinder like last time. 


Warlord roars at the people on the floor, who scurry like roaches in a filthy kitchen. He stops short when he 
spots the cooker. 


Sam swallows hard and approaches Warlord. It's not like he had much to look forward to anyway, so if this 
crazy guy killed him it would be no loss. At least he wouldn't have to cower in fear of Jenny from accounting 
anymore. 

Warlord pokes the machine with his sword. 


Sam clears his throat, alerting Warlord of his presence. "It's fascinating, isn't it?" 


Horror covers Warlord's face. "It is ruining my brew!" 


Sam shakes his head and shuffles closer. "No no no. It's burning it on purpose. People seem to like taste for 


some reason, but anyway, it's very popular." 


Sam blinks, unsure if the guy is about to explode or not. Kind of like Dan did eventually when Jenny put him in 
the mixer. What a fucking mess that was. So much guts and filth everywhere. 


Warlord backs away from the machine, head shaking back and forth. "My brew. My beloved brew is ruined!" 


Sam winces. "But it's what people want. So marketing tells us." He rubs the back on his neck. "Look man, that's 


how it is. You can't change the recipe midstream. It's just not done." 

Warlord turns to Sam, raising his sword. "Where is the rest of it? Tell me now!" 

"Rest? You mean the stock? It's in the back room down yonder. Though there's only a few bags left" 
Warlord grins and swings his sword with a swift downward move. 

Sam's body crumbles to the floor, never to speak again. Not that he had much to say to begin with. 
RK 


Warlord sulks down the hallway, watching for bastards to kill for ruining his brew! How dare they tinker with 
something untinkerable. Bastards! Every single one of them! 


He arrives at a door proclaiming "supplies" and barrels through it, uncaring who or what he might find. Nothing 


would outlast him at this point. The damage is already done. 


Bags of various things litter the room. He stalks around until he spots a brown bag with his name emblazoned 


on it. 

Thieving bastards! They stole his brew from every village he passed today. 

But didn't they know he would come looking for them? 

They had to know that Warlord's vengeance was swift and dire. Everyone knew it. 


Warlord grabs the sack from the ground and tucks in into his armor. It would be folly to let it get destroyed 
after coming all this way. 


No, he would protect it to the death, that much was certain. 


KRKE KE KK Æ 


Fire rips through the warehouse. Warlord walks away from it and heads for the front door. There is no need 
to stay any longer now that he has his brew. 


He shakes his head in disgust. Burning his brew like that dragon from earlier. At least that tasted good. 


Warlord stops short when he spots an army of green hooded men blocking the front door. He snorts and pulls 


out unbreakable Rex. "Like you will stop me." 


The head green cape wearing guy steps forward and laughs. "And you can't stop progress. We will dominate the 
world with our cured brew." 


Warlord's eyes glow red with fury. "You have burned it! And | shall kill you where you stand for even thinking 
of doing such a thing. My brew is not yours any longer." 


The man laughs, shaking his green covered body. "Then we will find others to destroy!" 
Warlord grins, the sound of fire crackling up the walls behind him. "It is you who are destroyed" 
They watch on in amusement as Warlord cuts through fifty to a hundred men. He loses count after thirty. 


He leaps into the sea just as the fortress explodes around him. The dry confines of his armor will protect his 


brew from harm. 
That is until something odd happens. 
Warlord looks up to the sky, expecting to see smoke and fire. 


A loud laugh, one of that belonging to the head green wearing man from before fills Warlord's ears. Shaking his 


being to and fro, and crying out, "You will never been rid of us!" 

Warlord climbs out of the water and watches in horror filled anguish as the building breaks apart and reforms 
into hundreds of tiny fortresses in the air. They sail off to the far reaches of the land, soon to be popping up 
in every town as far as the eye can see. 

He drops to knees and screams into the air. 

A unearthly scream to end all screams. 


His brew will never be safe of the evil Star Bucks. 


Just as they planned. 


